often did his work at cafes. This legend of Ibsen arose at
the period when his dramas were riding a mighty wave of
fashion; the story was often found in literary gossip arti-
cles in the German papers. M. says he heaved a sigh of
relief when he read it. But his satisfaction was short-lived.
"One day a Danish literary agent by the name of Fol-
mer Hansen, who handled, among many others, M's first
plays in Denmark, Sweden and Norway, came to Buda-
pest and called on M. Hansen had known Ibsen person-
ally. Questioned about Ibsen's cafe writing (then a com-
mon habit among authors in Paris and Vienna as well),
Hansen made a surprising reply. He said that Norwegian
tourist guides, showing groups of visitors the sights of
their capital, Christiania (now Oslo), used to take the
tourists to the big glass windows of certain cafes and point
out the celebrated Ibsen at work. First from the street
outside, then at a respectful distance inside the cafe, the
tourists would gape reverentially at the bespectacled old
gentleman, with the characteristic heavy white side whis-
kers and no mustache, busily at work. Hansen declared
that these 'Ibsens' were actually to be seen at several dif-
ferent cafes in the tourist season, invariably with eye-
glasses, thick white side whiskers, and no mustache. They
were always deep in thought, busily writing. They were
theatrical extras, hired for a modest fee by the cafes to sit
at the window, assiduously scrawling one sheet of paper
full after another."

5   (Wanda, like me, was very fond of France and the
French. As a young student I devoured hundreds of vol-
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